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conscious. When the smell became too objectionable
they were removed and thrown away.
Victor Alexander John Hope, Marquess of Linlith-
gow, Governor-General of India and ex-officio Vice-
Admiral therein, being satisfied thereof by information
received by him of the condition of Bengal, was still in
his palace in New Delhi.
In Calcutta those dying of starvation were turned
away from hospitals because the beds were reserved for
air-raid casualties which had not occurred.
In this second city of the empire, in the Year of Grace
1943, when a war was being fought for the restoration
of man's dignity, men were digging in the dustbins for
a scrap to eat.
Elsewhere in the same province of Bengal, a child
was struggling to drink milk from its dead mother's
breast.
Dogs shriveled up because there was nothing in the
scrap heaps left by man to eat
Down a little winding path in a small village on the
banks of the Padma, a child lay cuddled on the doorstep
of an empty shack, his hands holding his head and feel-
ing faint with hunger. The bright moonlight fell on
his naked body. "Ma, I am going," he said. "Throw me
a morsel before I die."
I saw all this happen in the famine of Bengal in
which 3,500,000 of my countrymen died. But Victor
Alexander John Hope, Marquess of Linlithgow, Gov-
ernor-General of India and ex-officio Vice-Admiral
therein, being satisfied thereof by information received
by him of the happenings in Bengal, never moved out
of his palace in New Delhi.
It is now an open secret, corroborated by evidence
factual and circumstantial, that the food policy of Ben-